Gustave Flaubert Letters

of September, and I hope Tourgueneff too, won't you come
also ? it would be so nice and so complete!

In this hope which I will not give up, I love you and I em-
brace you with all my soul, and my children join me in loving
you and summoning you.

G. Sand

CCXXXVI.    To GUSTAVE FLAXJBEBT, AT PARIS

Nohant, 25 October, 1872

Your letters fall on me like a rain that refreshes, and devel-
ops at once all that is germinating in the soil; they make me
want to answer your reasons, because your reasons are power-
ful and inspire a reply.

I do not assume that my replies will be strong too; they are
sincere, they issue from the roots of my being, like the plants
aforesaid. That is why I have just written a paper on the
subject that you raise, addressing myself this time to a woman
-friend, who has written me also in your vein, but less well than
you, of course, and a little from an aristocratically intellectual
point of view, to which she has not all the rights she desires.

My roots, one can't extirpate them, and I am astonished
that you ask me to make tulips come from them when they
can answer you by producing only potatoes. Since the begin-
ning of my intellectual blooming, when, studying quite alone at
the bedside of my paralyzed grandmother, or in the fields at
the times when I entrusted her to Deschartres, I asked myself
the most elementary questions about society; I was no more
advanced at seventeen than a child of six, not as much! thanks
to Deschartres, my father's teacher, who was a contradiction
from his head to his feet, much learning and little sense; thanks
to the convent, into which they stuck me, God knows why, as
they believed in nothing; thanks also to a purely Restoration
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